VII
AS I look back on the years of my childhood I can not remember mother without seeing upon her lips the little smile which was so characteristic of her. Often her smile came as sunshine in the dark hours of her life and ours.
No one has ever heard one complaint from her lips through all her life, not even when the candle of wee life of baby after baby was blown out in the narrow ghetto streets. Our baby was never the same baby two years in succession. The little cradle held a new burden every year, but the former occupant never lived to see its successor. Mother became a mother eleven times. Only the first four children lived. Perhaps that tells her economic story.
They were such frail little creatures, those
lAmerican   babies   that  mother  bore.    My
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